
The Long Good Friday (John Mackenzie, 1980) and Mona Lisa (Neil Jordan, 

1986) 

     
 
When Bob Hoskins comes out of jail at the start of Mona Lisa, he goes to where he thinks his 

former boss Michael Caine will be hanging out, taking with him a white rabbit. He asks at the 

pet shop for one with big floppy ears, but takes one with short ears, as being just as good. 

 When Caine lies dead on the floor of a Brighton hotel in the last reel, the white rabbit is 

sniffing his corpse. 

 Why the white rabbit has to be there is a mystery, but we take it for granted that it 

signifies something between Caine and Hoskins which would be comprehensible if only the 

film had had time to tell us. We have confidence in the film. 

 This kind of crazy detail would, in The Long Good Friday, be out of place, and an 

annoyance. There are questions in The Long Good Friday which we ask but which are 

unanswered: who breaks into the country cottage in the opening, dialogue-less sequence, and 

shoots the two men there? Is this scene in Ulster, where the action initiates? If not, where is it, 

and who’s shooting whom? We never know, and are, on second viewing (first time round you 

forget it), annoyed. 

 Both films take a London icon, Bob Hoskins (born in Bury St Edmunds, but that was just 

because of the war), place him in the city he fits best, and show him slowly disorientated by 

alien forces there which he’d never reckoned with. If The Long Good Friday doesn’t 

convince, it’s because the alien forces are the Mafia and the IRA, and you have to know how 

the Mafia works really well to be able to show the hold it can have on London life, if it really 

wants to show it. And so far as I know (though I may be wrong), the IRA has only ever seen 

London as a target for bombs. In Mona Lisa, Hoskins can cope with the home-grown 

gangland violence which threatens him. The alien force which nearly destroys him is the 

unrequited love he feels for Cathy Tyson’s high-class prostitute, and the equally unrequited 

love she feels for the teenage blonde for whom Hoskins looks, on her behalf, without 

comprehending why Tyson needs to find her. 

 Friday takes place in locations which are almost cartoon, a Londoner’s Sin City: a 

gangster’s yacht on the Thames, a pimp’s kitchen in Brixton. Lisa sticks to strangely-lit car 

interiors, the King’s Cross red light district, and various sex-establishments in Soho (though 

one particularly nasty scene seems to happen near the Sorting Office in Roseberry Avenue). It 

also takes us into hotel rooms and foyers, being used as you’d often been told they were used, 

but had never seen it being done. St Jermyn’s Hotel, St James’s Park (just round the corner 

from New Scotland Yard), will never feel the same again. 

 We experience Hoskins’ sense of encroaching doom in Friday in a Brechtian sort of way: 

his misery in Lisa is intimate, and horrible. In Friday he thinks he’s in control – just – up to 

the very last minute: in Lisa he knows he’s out of his depth from the start. 

 

Brief sightings of Pierce Brosnan (James Bond) in Friday, and Kenny Baker (CP30) in Lisa, 

enliven the time. 


